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Babette Deutsch 



Her hours, like his own, were haunted 
By devils that might well have daunted 
A mdnster likewise hoofed and horned. 

The first, meeting his mother, knew her 
A woman very like her own. 
The second wondered how to woo her, 
While ever seeking to eschew her, 
Fearful of what she must have known. 

And so their days were all one tangle 
Of this, one dropped, and that, one dared. 
While he, from his peculiar angle, 
Half-wished that loneliness might strangle 
What they so curiously shared. 

OVERTONES 

Keep up your talk — 

There is no need for silence now. 

I am content to listen, and watch you now. 

Your voice stops while you walk. 

You move about, 

And toss back from your brow 

The lock that always falls across your brow. 

Your grin is tinged with doubt. 

Einstein and art 

And ranching — it goes on somehow. 

[I9i] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Doh't stop, or it will be too much somehow, 
And you will hear my heart. 

REFLECTIONS 

Your eyes were strange with sorrow: were there tears 

That touched their color to such troubled light? 

Those mirrors wherein mine had shone so bright 

Refused the image, looking on the years, 

Like naked runners running upon spears, 

That showed so impotently few tonight — 

The pageant of a passion men requite 

With death, and freedom whose chief wage is fears. 

I would have outstared sorrow in your eyes, 
But looking on them, mine reflected yours 
As the most lucid pool shows stormy skies, 
Cloud facing cloud, when deepest calm endures. 
And though my lips had drunk your bitter wine, 
You would have tasted bitterer, touching mine. 

KNOWLEDGE 

Now there is no confusion in our love — 

For you are there 

With the big brow, the cheek of tougher grain, 

The rougher greying hair; 

And I am here, with a woman's throat and hands. 

We are apart and different. 

[192] 



